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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Come with arms outstretched to take me, 
Come with lips pursed up to cling. 

Come, for life is a frail moth flying 
Caught in the web of the years that pass, 

And soon we two, so warm and eager 
Will be as the gray stones in the grass. 

At least a dozen other songs are as perfect as these — 
Longing, Debt, Joy, Morning, Dusk in War Time — too 
many to mention. So let us end with this quatrain, Swallow 
Flight, because it expresses with such rare precision this poet's 
temperament : 

I love my hour of wind and light 

I love men's faces and their eyes, 
I love my spirit's veering flight 

Like swallows under evening skies. 

H.M. 

The Factories with Other Lyrics, by Margaret Widdemer. 

John C. Winston Co. 

Miss Widdemer has a motive and a message. Certain 
tyrannies of modern society — child-labor, prostitution, war, 
over-worked poverty — are an anguish in her heart, and her 
wrath flames out in the Poems of Now; achieving in one or 
two, especially Teresina's Face, the high beauty of true lyric 
passion, and in others, like The Beggars and A Modern 
Woman to Her Lover, the less rare beauty of more con- 
sciously studied rhythmic statement. Such poems, being the 
intense expression of an individual woman's emotion, speak 
for all womanly women, utter their pity and wrath, their 
increasing power against wrongs new and old. 
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New Books of Verse 

Again a few of the love songs are so strongly individual- 
ized as to become typical, and a high lyric beauty exalts their 
simple measures. Among the best are Siege, Thought of You, 
A Girl's Love Song, and this Changed: 

These are the woods where my heart held fast 
Shadow-green silence and lonely grace ; 

Now they are only a way you passed, 
Leaving an empty place; 

These are my sea-birds that circled wide, 

Bearing my thoughts from the dust of things- 
Only the wish to be by your side 
Lifts on their lagging wings ; 

This is my world that was once so sweet, 

All of itself in the morning dew, 
Now it is only a road for your feet, 

A sheltering-place for you! 

The grace of Miss Widdemer's touch is shown also in 
some of the lighter poems, and her dramatic intuition of 
character in An Old Portrait. Two or three poems are lovely 
in their feeling for the mysterious evanescence of life; we 
hear the very flutter of wings in Wind-litany and this Cloak 
of Dreams: 

They bade me follow fleet 

To my brothers' work and play, 
But the Cloak of Dreams blew over my feet, 

Tangling them from the way: 

They bade me watch the skies 

For a signal — dark or light, 
But the Cloak of Dreams blew over my eyes, 

Shutting them fast from sight: 

I have nor pain nor mirth, 
Suffering nor desire — 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The Cloak of Dreams 'twixt me and earth 
Wavers its filmy fire: 

I dream in dusk apart, 

Hearing a strange bird sing, 
And the Cloak of Dreams blows over my heart, 

Blinding and sheltering 1 

Altogether a very promising first volume. 

H.M. 

Afternoons in April, by Grace Hazard Conkling. The New 

Poetry Series, Houghton Mifflin Co. 

Perhaps the most impressive feature of Afternoons In 
April is joy — joy in color, joy in sound. Grace Hazard Conk- 
ling is not of those who savor grief as they smell a flower. 
All her winds are boon. Her ship goes sailing down her 
dream rich with fragrance of myrrh and spikenard, and light 
of beryls, emeralds, rubies, opals. Now and then we have 
snatches of the great song. 

I knew her first through her poems, Golden-Throated 
Pastoral Horn and To A Scarlet Tanager. She deals with 
the classic tradition. Pan trips through her pages; Proser- 
pina, nymphs and dryads are all about us. It is not sur- 
prising, therefore, to come upon such expressions as "I would 
fain," "I pray you," and other outworn patterns, with here 
and there too reminiscent a phrase, too pat a rhyme. But 
there is no sentinel! Almost every novel or book of poems 
I have read for years has had its sentinel, sentinel eye, senti- 
nel star. Trees have "stood forth like sentinels." I read 
Afternoons In April with fascinated dread, congratulating 
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